ROBESPIERRE
produce epistles worthy of the man of letters he aspired
to be. He is likewise said to have been a fair dancer.
Nevertheless, the most characteristic thing about him is
his loneliness. Many would be devoted to him, even to
the extent of being ready to die for him (some, indeed,
did die for him), but his innermost self remained locked
up and hidden from all mortal eyes. None, as far as we
know, ever received a glimpse of it. His private note-
book, found after his death, gives interesting glimpses
of the statesman, none of the man.
There was in Arras a gay literary club, known as the
Rosati. The members were professional men, local
office-holders, officers of the garrison, a few abbes.
They were for the most part young and of literary taste.
Lazare Carnot, famous as the organizer of the revolu-
tionary armies—then a captain of engineers in garrison
at Arras—was a devotee of the club. Still another mem-
ber was that Uriah Heep of history, Joseph Fouche—at
that time not yet a duke, but a teacher at a boys* semin-
ary in Arras. Those belonging to the club would gather
periodically in a pleasant spot on the bank of the Scarpe,
crown themselves with roses, sing, drink, make love
and recite poetry, usually of their own composition.
When a new member was initiated he had to pluck a
rose, inhale the odour- three times, put it in his button-
hole, empty a glass of rose-coloured wine in one
draught in honour of all members, past, present and
future, of the Rosati, and embrace the member he was
most fond of. He would then be welcomed by the presi-
dent with a pompous speech, which would later be
presented to him in an envelope the seal of which bore
the image of a rose. He had to respond by singing an
appropriate poem of his own composition to a popular
tune of that day.
Robespierre joined the club, and for a while appears
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